It is true that words, the words of Jourdan's poetry, are, most of them, turned to what is beyond the ordinary power of language, beyond the idea that he would call "grey," beyond the image that flashes falsely at the threshold of wakefulness. And as much as he can, he strives to dissociate his word, kept in the closest possible relationship to a purely tangible perception, from this network of qualifications and connotations that binds ordinary consciousness to knowledge, dream, and the pride of intention. "The almond tree this morning is amurmur with bees. There is a calm, the most intense expression of calmness."' His senses seek out the thing that his mind has not yet qualified, the color or smell that no adjective has compromised, the clarity that dissuades him from continuing to speak. Thus, there is a radiance in his pages that one could call, simply, the renewal or the return of natural reality in its very own being, which a silent use of words might free from obscurity, uncovering correspondences that at the dawn of mankind our languages perhaps knew, but which the concept has lost. Again, I quote: "Suddenly, cherry blossoms and stars communicate. The same explosion, the same deflagration tearing all these weary words apart."
But how does it happen that this poet who indicts language can at times also give the impression that he is beholden to it for what seem to be sudden moments of hope? "We cannot give light a name," he writes, but then adds: "The vine will have been its escort, clothed in aramon and muscat."' Thus does he sympathetically draw attention to the shimmering resonance of two lovely words, observing, moreover, that "there are names that go beyond names to enter into the blood."' Which reveals that in his encounter with words he can feel an excitement, a yearning, the imminence, perhaps, of a secret that may slip away, but not without shining fleetingly in the enigma that is their presence. In fact, while Jourdan was moved to write that "the countryside remains untouched as long as it is not contaminated by language," he comes to the realization in Les Sandales de paille that "mumbled words, perhaps, can assert that beauty exists," thus according the word a responsibility for certification that implicitly recognizes its capacity for discrimination, enunciation, and truth. were stones, collected and joined together; from them an arch was built. Neither the wind, nor the sky, nor even water or fire preceded the word. To it they owed their appearance; they were made stronger by the degree of meaning conferred on them by the common enterprise. However, considering that it is of the very nature of life to seek to grow and to extend its limits, we can also understand that wind, sky, water, and fire are not merely temporary representations, which, prior to being wiped away by scientific thought, reflected our chance encounters with the world, but that they have taken the physical fact at the most natural point of a potential for development to which the concept, coming as it does later, is blind. To put it differently, it is the entire universe, thus rewritten, that can shine with this other quality that I referred to earlier in the example of the orange. I call earth this future, whose halo, in what seems at first only a simple appearance of matter-and yet may be a field or a path-is sometimes perceived and given the name of beauty. 
